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THE

CHRISTMAS

STAR

And lo, comes a Star in the East
A balm

to the hearts of men;

To a world that was anguish and sorrow
Peace has returned again.

—Rita

McGarry

Sof

Uni

Daylen

EXPONENT
VOL. XLIII

DECEMBER,

THREE

1945

No.

BROTHERS

A story about Victor, Jean and Rene.
@ By Anruony

D. Kriec

It was Christmas Eve in Paris
and a light powdery snow covered
the Champs de Elysees. ‘The famous boulevard was almost deserted
excepting for an occasional shabby
taxi which sped by, reminiscent of

a more prosperous era.
Two young boys, about sixteen,
scurried furtively from shadow to
shadow along the empty esplanade.
‘They paused before the entrance of
a vacant and disreputable building,
that not many years before had
been

a fashionable

milliner’s

shop,

and melted into the darkness of the
recessed doorway. Delftly one of
the boys turned the lock of the ornately carved oaken door. As the
door closed rustily behind them
they stood silently for a few .noments in the foyer accustoming
their eyes to the interior darkness.
“It’s strange Victor,” the smaller

boy said, “but after three years of
entering and leaving this place, |
am still afraid that the gendarmes

will catch us.”

The other boy grunted assentingly and drew his thin jacket more
tightly about him as though to
ward off the stale, biting cold of
the empty building. With sure and
experienced steps he led the way
along a narrow corridor which led

to the rear of the building.
“We
Jean.”

must
His voice

live

somewhere,

was harsh

and

bit-

ter beyond its years. “We are more
fortunate than some of our friends.
At least we have four walls around
us.
Besides, if the gendarmes
caught us, what could they do?
There is no food in the jails. The
Nazis made sure of that.’
He
chuckled grimly.
They made their way along the
hallway to a stair that led to the
basement. Their footsteps echoed
hollowly on the concrete _ steps.
Reaching a door at the foot of the
stairs, marked

lighted
several
pockets
tory of

“Custodian.”

Victor

a precious match and fished
packages out of his jacket
and carefully took inventheir contents.
Opening

the door he called softly, “Are you
awake, Rene?”

A

sound

of

raucous

breathing

was audible in the room in the few
seconds that intervened before a
weak, adolescent voice answered,

“Yes, Victor.

Is Jean with you?”

Victor laughed with forced gayety. “Of course he’s with me Rene.
Does a song lose its melody? Does
a man lose his shadow? We have
a surprise for you tonight.
The
great Victor and Jean always provide. We'll have a Christmas party
with real cookies and tallow for
light, and I have another very
special present for you, Rene.”

He bustled about the damp room
unwrapping
fat, placed

the package of
it in a dish

and

tallow
lighted

8

a match. The smoky light revealed
a frail boy of twelve lying on a pallet in the corner of the room. His
face was a flushed mask of pain,
his thin body obviously ravaged by
consumption
and
malnutrition.
Some ragged blankets were thrown
over him and another doubled under his head served as a_ pillow.
His feverish eyes lighted up delightedly at the improvised candle.
“Don’t you think that I have a
wonderful brother, Jean? He finds

everything.”

Jean nodded
assent and unwrapped the package of cookies,
carefully parcelling out the larger
number for Rene. Victor and Jean
ate their share wolfishly and laughed and joked about Christmases
past. Rene made a weak attempt
to be lively and told an old French

joke which he had learned as a very

small boy. His eyes
brothers’ every move
immensely
pleased
laughed at his small

followed his
and he felt
when
they
joke.

“It’s just like Christmas used to
be,” he said to Jean, “Remember
Victor? On Christmas eve Mama
would make cookies and we'd eat
them and drink wine. Then Papa
would give each of us an apple and
we would all go to midnight Mass
at Notre Dame. You always fell

asleep

didn’t.”

at

He

Mass,

ment proudly.

made

Victor,

but

Victor chuckled and began rummaging again through his pockets.
Presently he produced a small red

apple and handed it to Rene. “This

is the

special

I

the last state-

present

I promised
Page three

you.” ‘The boy gasped with amazement and joy. ‘Tremblingly he
reached for the apple. “Why it’s
probably the only apple in all Paris
and [ have it.”
“Well, at least one of the very
few in Paris,” Victor said pompously, “the gendarme chased me for
a half hour after I stole it.” Rene
gazed at the apple appraisingly as
though that made its worth even
greater.
He thought of the last
apple that he had eaten at Christmas six years before. ‘The thought
saddened him.
“Did
Mama

you

hear

or Papa,

anything
today,

the

knowledge,
fate.

Victor?”

maddening

lack

the insecurity

of

of their

“He’s
a_
thrifty
He'll probably have

more than any of us when he grows

He paused.

The

ringing church bells could
penetrating the basement
muffled tones. “Listen!
night. Those are the bells
Merry

sound

of

be heard
room in
It’s midof Notre

Christmas,

Rene!

Merry
Christmas,
Victor!”
All
three of them exchanged greetings
excitedly and Victor and Jean exe-

cuted a little dance in an effort to
renew Rene’s spirits.
The boy
responded a little but began to stir
restlessly on the pallet. ‘The excitemen had tired him and the smoke

from the tallow caused him to
cough. Jean and Victor watched
him

apprehensively

muffled whispers.

Page four

Jean

exchanged

feel better.”

when Mama and Papa were here.”
Again he began to toss about, deliriously trying to get up from the
pallet and began to cough wrackingly.
His breath came in spasmodic grunts and his body quivered exhaustingly with each exhalation. Suddenly he lapsed into unconsciousness,

red _

line

trickling from his lips down
side of his chin and neck.

the

“He

a

should

thin

have

brandy,

Vic-

tor,” Jean whispered. Victor looked

approvingly.
Frenchman.

Dame.

and

it, and then it would be like it was

“Nothing today, Rene,” he said
softly, “Why don’t you eat your
apple now.” The boy sighed wistfully and shook his head. “I think
I'll save it for later.” Jean nodded

up.”

Victor

glances. “Not tonight Rene,” Jean
said, “Wait till next year when you

Rene’s eyes were wild and feverish. “But I’m sure I could make

about

Victor stiffened. It was a daily
question that Victor dreaded, one
which Rene had asked each night
since their mother and father had
been transported to Germany as
laborers, five years previously. He
had hoped that Rene would forget
it tonight.
It always opened a
gaping wound which through the
day he tried to forget. It recalled
the awful void of interminable si-

lence,

A violent coughing fit seized
him which left the small body exhausted and still. Silence fell upon them interrupted only by the
boys wheezing.
Victor paced the
floor frantically. At last Rene
moved and said in a strange voice.
“Do you think I could go to Notre
Dame tonight?”

and

talked

in

at the very still body

of the boy,

afraid

dead.

that

frightened

he

was

The

look in Jean’s eyes gal-

vanized him into action.
have it, come on Jean.”

“He shall

Together

they

raced

up

the

stairs. - - - -

The sexton at Notre Dame noticed the small boy who crept into
the church during the “Gloria” and
felt a twinge of pity as he faltered
and swayed at the Holy Water
fount. He was making a visible efport to stay on his feet. “C’est la
guerre” the sexton thought. Undernourished children were a common sight in Paris these days, and
the sexton would have forgotten
him immediately if something in
the boy’s eyes had not caused him
to look

a second

time.

Reflected

in the warm glow of the cathedral
light it was a look of sheer happiness, it was a look which, when the

services were ended
turned

to leave

and

the

the church,

boy
forced

him unaccountably to stop the boy
and

say,

“Merry

Christmas,

son.

You seem happy.” The boy looked
at him

for

a moment,

with eyes in

which all eternity was written and
said, “Oh yes, sir, I am_ happy.
Very happy.”
The gendarmes found his frozen
body the next morning crouched in
the doorway of a vacant and disreputable building, that not many
years before had been a fashionable
milliner’s shop on the Champs de
Elysees. He clutched a small red
apple in one hand and wore a
smile on his face.

CHRISTMAS

EX

about the glamour-land

PATRIA

lived, and

On both sides of the English channel.
@ By Mitte

Mooney

The old man walked about the
room making final preparations for
departure.
For a fact, he wasn’t
so old — an incongruity, as it were,
between the date stamped on the
battered French birth certificate he
had so laboriously brought with
him and the years written on his
face. “Ceci certifie queje suis ce
jour le 15 d’aout 1905...” it read,
and yet one might have expected a
date twenty years sooner.
He walked about the dingy room,
his large coat already placed over
his shoulders for warmth, picking
up cap, galoshes, and a large bundle
of red flannel that tinkled, plus a
set of long false whiskers. ‘Then he
stepped to the window and pressed
his hand against it to melt the

frost.

Snow — freshly fallen, made

white
tops
houses,
window
curtains

the
gray
concrete,
the
of surrounding
rooming
wooden
stairways,
and
sills where here and there
hung.

“A nice sign it is for the day before Christmas,” he thought, but
as a practical-minded Frenchman
he knew it would be slush in the
street when he returned that night,
so he sat on one of two chairs in
the room and leaned to pull on the
boots.

and surrounded by a little shelter,
“Santa’s
Headquarters,” — with

scenes of “Santa Land” painted on
the walls.
All day long on this day before
Christmas the hopeful children
filed in one door and out another,
to sit on his knee while he asked
them with his funny upward inflexion. “And what would you like
tor Christmas?”

Some were led in by mother and
some

toddled

in,

arms

outstretch-

ed — little legging-ed bonnetted
ones; some strode boldly in and
demanded to know how he could
get up on their roof, or why he
was here when they just saw him

over at “Green’s” stores.

To him

all this was quite absorbing.
was terribly lonely at times.
had

been a

little afraid,

at

He
He
first,

shy and fearful of a foreign accent,
but he had been told by the manager that he was the only one for
the job that they could find, and
besides, he wouldn’t have to say

very much.
“One could do worse, no?” he
had thought, and so he had done,

a lot worse.
So, with a shrug of
the shoulders,
here he was, perhaps a little too well reminded of
the past, of a happy child, of his

In the store the man ordinarily
worked in the large stock room
numbering,
shelving, cataloguing
clothing of all sorts and shapes for
the Portsmouth gentleman.
Now
for the Christmas season he had

family,
of their own
Christmas customs
in

particular
Nimes, of

last minute buying

had

been

the thought of a beautiful woman

chosen

Santa

Claus,

to

pass out candy canes to a line of
children and hear the lists of toys
the little ones expected him to
bring down the chimney or out of
the apartment radiator on Christmas Eve.

amidst

he

a mad

could

hear

rustling, shoving.
that

was

like

now
And

his wife,

Christmases

he

crowd

they

the

done
one

buzzing,
most of all

and

of the

had

had togeth-

few

er. So here he was, and he had better make the most of it for it would
be all he would have of Christmas.

the

North

where

Pole,

he

and

of

all the toys there.
Little ones and big ones — once
during the day he had a sort of
shock. A little boy toddled in, and,
sitting on Santa’s lap, requested of
Santa that he might some day see
“le guignol a la Nimes?”
Where
had he heard that French name for
a puppet show, and why Nimes?
This

child’s

parents

must

have

come from his town! He was so excited that he broke out in a string
of questions in French, and the
child became frightened and ran
away.
But

more

followed,

and

more

children, and finally at the end of
the day he was glad to take off the
white whiskers, the big red suit
and the jingling cap to go home tor
TCSE,

The streetcar he was to board
came to a stop. He neglected to
shove

through

the

mob _ soon

enough, and, filled to the

door, the

car lurched forward and away without him. He stood again, absorbed. Would not he like to buy too,
for some one?
To go into the
bright store over there and look at
lots of pretty gifts, and pick something out to take — well where, and
for whom?
Why
not for himself, if no one else were to remem-

ber him? Why not? He pushed
forward, his week’s wages folded in
his pocket.
Surrounded by bright candles,
sparkling stars, imitation snow, red
garlands strung around, and all the
glories of a department store, he
wandered from counter to counter, but he seemed to find nothing
for himself.
But

ah,

sadness.

Would

noth-

With the padding, whiskers, and
the rouge he rather did look like

“This is ze job ze most ironical
thing I have done, having to play
Saint Nicholas,” he thought later,

ing there make a nice surprise for
him on Christmas morning?

Santa

Claus

but

now,

sitting

as a boy, he had in secret carved a
doll for his little sister and his

—

even

on

he

his

admitted

pasteboard

throne amidst an assortment

of toys

when

the

children

kept

him

busy he was happy in seeing these
English

children

and telling them

He remembered

the time when,

Page five

his mother had knit a new cap and
mittens

for

him,

and

he

and _ his

father had gone out to kill the turkey for dinner. And then there
were the games and carolling in his
inn after he and Marie were marnied. And the big dinners Christmas day, with all the merry guests.
So very different from this Christmas he was spending now—
Here was the jewelry counter. A
nice gift a pretty necklace would
make for Marie.
Now
he was
sure that if he had not made some
ridiculous mistake he and Marie
would be together now. More than
the Germans, he hated himself, He

began to get excited at the memory
of it.
In 1940 when he had feared that
the whole of France would capitulate,

he had

sent Marie

and

little

Pierre to Lisbon where they could
take a clipper ship to England.
Then they were to wait for him in
Portmouth,

land.
lish,

where

the plane would

She had learned a little Engand

so had

he,

for

they had

seen many tourists and in his little
inn it was necessary for him to
know what the customer wanted.
It had taken all their savings for
the passage of the two, and so he
was to stay until he could get
enough money to follow and meet
them there when his service would
no longer be needed for country.
‘They could find each other through
the parish priests in Portsmouth, or

lists of entrances
lines every day.

on the
It

airplane

was

the

only

Then he thought he heard merry
voices

the

nowhere

found

her

name. In the war-infested channel
had her plane been struck? He had
left France just six months ago.
No wonder wrinkles were in his
cheeks.

He

was

thin,

and

besides

that despondent.
These English
people were so funny sometimes,
yet he seemed no longer to be able
to laugh.
He turned from the

was born on Christmas Day,

he strained his ear to hear more.
He had been somewhat of a musi-

cian once. He and Marie had sung
together too. As he approached
he managed to hear more —
O - - tidings of comfort and
joy, comfort and joy —
He stood and listened. He would
have liked to sing too, if he had
known any of these English songs.
They sang “Silent Night, Holy
Night,”
but
the words
were
strange to him.
Sleep in Heavenly Peace, sleep
in heavenly peace.
There

crowded.
Page six

darker

and

less

stillness, and

then

to

Isabella,

Apportez une torche,

au_

ber-

ceau courez .. .
Brng

a_

torch,

Jeanette,

Isabella,

Bring a torch,

to

run.

It is Jesus,
village,

the

good

folk

cradle
of the

Ah, ah, beautiful is the mother!
Ah, ah beautiful is her Son!
their

favorite

carol,

and

they had gone through the old
ritual of French
families
each
Christmas Eve. They had made a
little manger for the Christ Child,
offered their bowls of sprouted lentils — he remembered
it inevitably — the neighbor’s with their
plates of cookies, the Christmas procession at midnight — such a night

as this! — the bells pealing forth.
It is wrong
sleeping,
It is wrong
He

rushed

when
to

the baby

talk

forward

singers

were

people

surrounding

is

so loud.

to

standing,

where

the

and

the

them.

There stood a tawdry woman,
kerchiefed, plainly poor, singing
alone and accompanying herself on
a guitar.
Hush, hush, see you
he slumbers,
Hush, hush, see you

Give

how

fast

how

fast

he sleeps!
The people must have wondered
why she suddenly stopped her singing to stare suddenly at something
on the edge of the group, and then
to suddenly rush to a man standing there with a babble of French.
“Angels in Heaven! Is it you,
there Andre, standing? Andre!” she
said in an almost frightened tone.
“Marie!”
“Andre!

Oh, Andre,

I have been

so afraid you wouldn’t be here.”
“Here? Oh, my loved one, I have

been six months here, looking for
you, and playing Santa Claus, no
less!”
Sometime later Marie to!d the
story of how she had been unable
to cross the channel for so long.
“T could not get ze plane a year
ago when you sent me. Oh, ze awful war! Then someone stole ze
from

me,

and

come back to you, and
Germans and worked
money.
Zen one day
lish spy in Lisbon and
and little Pierre into

That old song! and the voice! Just
exactly like Marie’s

It was

your bit to the Veteran’s Hospital,
read a sign, “Give now!”

money

Christ is born and Mary’s calling —

ed till the streets he followed begrow

was a

his surprise a woman’s clear voice
trang out in the old French words ~
Apportez une torche, Jeanette,

the direction of his street, not feeling the cold of the night. He walkto

save—

Then something blotted it out, and

bright lights and began to walk in

gan

toward

city.
God rest you merry, gentlemen, let nothing you dismay
To

think of. He had consulted both
these sources for the past six
and

back

For Christ our Lord and Savior

way that they, in their haste, could

months,

somewhere

I

tried

to

vas afoid of
for more
I help Enghe get me
big ship at

Gilbraltar and bring me some ’ver
in England.
take to find

Such a long time it
here.
Zuch strange

language,

Andre?

no

Pierre,

he

is

here with Mrs. James, the wife of
one I met on the plane, such a
good woman take care for me, although I take him downtown. to
see Santa Claus for a bit of outing
this afternoon.’
“You did!”
“So I sing for her Veteran’s
Hospital Fund.”
And so there was a present for
Santa Claus, coming not from the
North Pole, but from France, and
the two happy people sang French
carols for their little boy on Christmas day, and planned for the day
when

they

the

war

would

France.

would

again

be over

know a

and

free

JIMMY

IS TEN

Don’t miss this story.
® By Mary

CorTrreRMAN

A small brown-haired woman sat
before the tall mahogany secretary.
Long tongues of red and_ gold
flames curled around the logs in the
fireplace
and
threw
dancing
shadows on the wall. The dark furniture gleamed with a satiny finish
in the firelight. The heavy velvet
curtains were drawn against the
darkness

outside,

and

tree stood between
front windows.

a Christmas

the two large

‘The woman sat with a pen in her
hand, a sheet of blank white paper
before her on the desk. She turned
her head and stared into the flames.
Her face was rosy in the glow and
the warm light softened it into almost child-like contours. Her whole
appearance spoke of gracious living
in quiet, uneventful surroundings,
but around her eyes were fine lines,
etched by worry, sleepless nights
and_ grief.
She sighed and turned again —
this time to a picture that stood
on a small table beside the secretary. It was a portrait of a man
in an army uniform. She looked
into the mild quizzical grey eyes
of the man who was her husband
and seemed to gain a measure of
comfort
and
reassurance
from
them,
At last she began to write, haltingly at first, and then more rapidly as her ideas began to flow in
words.
“My dearest son:
“You'll read this letter in the
morning and you may think it silly
of me to write it, but Jimmy I
don’t think I could find the courage to tell you all this in spoken
words. I think you will know

what I mean when you finish reading this.

“Outwardly
other

Christmas

ing, groups of children are out
caroling, and I can hear crisp
shouts of ‘Merry Christmas’ all up
and down the street. But, Jimmy,

you and I know that this Christmas
is different, unlike any we have
ever

known

before.

Last

Christ-

mas your father was here with us
on his last furlough before sailing.
Remember

how

wonderful

it was

to have him back again, even
though it was just for a few days?
Remember what fun we had — the
three of us. Remember the plans
we had for this Chrismas?
And

then only a few months ago — the
letter from the War Department —
and now he won’t be home for
Christmas, ever.

“But I am not writing this letter
to tell you that; you know it already.
‘There is another reason
for writing. Remember that beautiful ring of daddy’s that he was
going to give you for Christmas the
year that you were ten. Well, you
will find that ring in the little box

beside this letter.

I don’t think

that I have to remind you to regard
this ring as your most precious possession.
It’s a beautiful piece of
workmanship and its owners have a
long record of service and honor.
It has been handed down from
father to son for generations, each
boy receiving it for Christmas the
year
he was
ten.
Wars
and
troubled times have not stopped
this tradition, and I hope they
never will. God knows that we need
even such small traditions as this
one to provide some stability, something to cling to in a world torn by
chaos and confusion.
“Your

father

was

a

great

made them openly and honestly —
he was never furtive about anything. I want you to think of this
ring as a symbol of your father, so
that whenever you look at it you
will remember him’ and try to be
like him.
He would not care if
you would not become a learned
man or a wealthy one, but he would
be terribly ashamed of you if you
were ever deliberately cruel or unkind.
Whatever
you
do and
wherever you go, remember that
you are your father’s son — and
you must be worthy of him.
“This Christmas peace is upon
the world for the first time in years
—too many years. The war is over
now, Jimmy, but we must also fight
to keep the peace. Your father
and others like him
gave _ their
lives for you and kids all over the
world, to give you all a chance to
grow up in decent society, where
every one has an equal chance for
the good things in life. The war so

recently

won,

cost

dearly,

and

“This Christmas the cry of the
angels, ‘Peace on earth to men of
good will’ is a reality at last.
I
fervently hope, my dear, that it will
be thus from now on. I hope that
no son of yours ever has to spend
a Christmas such as this one. As
we celebrate the birth of the
Saviour, let us also hail the birth of

a new era, conceived in peace and
rising Out of the ashes of desecrated
humanity. And pray to God that
it lasts.

in.

“This my son is where you come

You could give your father no

greater thanks. than to work for
‘Peace on Earth” That is what he

man,

Jimmy, and don’t you ever forget it.
He was fine, strong and _ brave.

People instinctively turned to him

this
Eve -

is

like
- it’s

any
snow-

for help and guidance, and he never

failed them if he could help it.

Of

course

he

he

made

mistakes,

but

it

was paid for by the blood of thousands of men. Jimmy, your father
died for you and the least you can
do is to live for him. Live the way
he taught you to, following in his
footsteps, and believe me, darling,
you can’t go wrong.

Page seven

would ask of you if he could be
here tonight. You and your generation must pick up the pieces and
put them back together again and
this time the pattern must fit.

Jimmy, if you will do your best to

see that the world is never again
plunged into the roaring inferno of

war, | know that your father will
be proud of you.
“Well,

darling,

this, letter

has

taken. on amazing proportions and

I truly didn’t mean it — I guess I
was just carried away for awhile.
You probably won't understand
everything I have told you here,
but you will some day. Keep this
letter, Jimmy, and some day you
will understand completely why |
wrote it. We won't speak of this
tomorrow, for I want you to enjoy
your Christmas as much as possible.
Your father wants that for you, too.
We'll keep Christmas as we always
have, and this ring is your gift
from daddy.”

Here the woman stopped her
writing and walked over to a window. She pulled the drapes aside

and looked out into the night. Soft,

white snow was swirling in the velvety black darkness.
She turned to the picture of her
husband. The eyes were no longer
quizzical, but serene and content,

even gay.
Then she walked back to the
desk and signed the letter.
“Merry Christmas, darling,
Christmas

Eve,

Mother
1918”

Christmas

Morning

at

Haddock

Hills

@ By FrepericA KATHERYNE BUNTON
Merrily we carol.
Dear Gwen:
Tis afternoon
and,

following

of Christmas
the

day

traditional hol-

day dinner with all its festive accompaniments, I am _ experiencing
the quiet and contemplative aftermath of my first Christmas at Haddock

Hills,

this

beautiful

retreat

that is home for about one thousand dependent children.
My role of governess to twelve of
this number has made up for my
first Christmas away from home. It
has constituted a new experience
and I have loved it. I should feel
amply compensated without the
knowledge that at six this evening
I shall be free to make the hour's
drive that will enable me to meet
my family and so round out a perfect finish to a day that has had an
auspicious beginning.
But let me tell you of the day
here. It began early — about four
o'clock,

to be

exact,

when

I was

awakened from my slumbers by a
group of carolers singing just outside my window.
Really, it did
things
to me. My
momentary
drowsiness was quickly dispelled as
I lay there in rapt and motionless
silence. These were youngsters from
the high school choir and even
though one of the girls had promised me this treat the actual reality
was none the less thrilling. “Iwas
the first time I had been so honored.
By the time my youthful songsters had finished I was delightfully
awake to experience the glorious
awareness that ’twas Christmas day
and I was transported to that particular state of mind that is peculiar
to Christmas alone. I hustled out
of my bed and snapped on my radio
for some early morning Yuletide

music.

Mine is the only bedroom

on the first floor and from the still-

ness of the place I concluded that
the twelve children who comprise
our cottage must still be unaware of

a new Christmas

morning.

I was in the midst of my customary ablutions when I heard a tiny

knock at my door. “Will you waiv”
I caroled and before I opened the
door to receive her “Merry Chnistmas” I knew it was seven-year old
Peggy. She was bubbling over with
Christmas spirit and while I completed my toilette she bobbed
about
the
room
contributing
snatches of vocal accompaniment
to the music that issued from my
radio.
Breakfast comes early at Haddock Hills and the big dining hall
is located in the exact center of the
cluster of buildings constituting the
institution. ‘The problem of coercing out of bed twelve growing
youngsters is ordinarily a tedious
business. Somehow they seem to
prefer sleep to five-thirty sustenance. But all this is changed on
Christmas morning.
Much before
the appointed time everybody was
down,

fresh

and

sleek for the trek

over. The attractive decorations
and glittering lights of the Christmas tree formed a fitting background for the new plaids which
the girls don for Christmas morning.

Our particular cottage is one
an almost horseshoe formation
cated on the eastern section of
spacious grounds. We are one
about fourteen each of which
numbered and proceeds to the
ning hall in regular sequence.

Following the call to breakfast
we stood outside the cottage awaiting the several lines to merge into
the one line that would proceed into the big dining room.
‘The air
was crisp and in the semi-darkness

I made a rapid survey of the exterior

manifestations

of

Christmas.

A constructed huge red star, visible
for miles, burned in the east, the
ice-covered figurines of the fountain

in the central

garden reflected the

(Continued on Page 24)
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CLOUDS
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ing conquered by the surging of
happiness.
And as joy grew, she

felt her Marty very near to her. She
Even

though Marty will not return.

@ By Marton

Scuocu

"Tis the time of the year that
makes men’s hearts glad. ‘The spirit
of the Christmas season permeates
the soul bringing smiles rooted in
the heart and nurtured by each new
secretly-stored away surprise and
amiable greeting. Eager anticipation
robs anxiety of its gloomy possession of minds harassed and strained
with afflictions of life. The drabness of the shabbiest of houses is
driven out by the magic touch of a
candle in the window or by a sprig
of holly on the door. Wealthy
men transform their already beautiful mansions into castles delightfully charming. But where the spirit reigns, riches or poverty are of
little importance.
Civilization’s struggle has taken
its toll among the peoples of the
world and while many may yet
dance with a gay, light heart, for
others a sense of happiness is harder to achieve. The very nature of
man makes it difficult for him not
to feel resentful when he sees those
about him happy over the return of
loved ones while the one he loves
lies buried on a foreign field. A
human character is such a wonderful,

threw her head back and walked
briskly into the morning’s rising
brightness.

lovable

thing

and

to

have

it

snatched away without so much as
a chance to be there for one last
fond farewell is hard to bear. Even
the knowledge that similar griefs
are being experienced by people all
over the world does not lessen the
sad feeling.
Mrs. Clintock struggled over the
thoughts of all these things as she
laboriously went about the task of
making Christmas merry for her
two children. “It’s all right,” she
muttered conclusively, “for others
to celebrate and be happy, but they
haven’t had to go through with
what I have.” She pouted for a
moment,

reflected,

and

“And even if they have,

continued,

their

an-

guish has not been nearly so great
as mine.” Stopping in her work, she

tenderly placed a pretty, glistening

silver star into the recesses of her

box of decorations — it was her
Marty’s favorite ornament and with
a sudden gush of sadness she recalled the fun they had had trying
to get it onto the very topmost tip
of the tree just one year ago. Three
weeks later he sailed - - the news
came in August.
Sorrow, true and_ unrelenting,
works in either of two ways - it
makes one bitter or it gives a sympathetic, understanding outlook on
life.
Of this Jane was aware.
“Theory!”
she sneered as_
she
thought of the latter alternative
and continued to follow the easier
course of self-imposed solitude. If
she must live, she would make it
mere existence. The world, she con-

cluded, had little use for for people
such

as she;

after all she was

but

one and what good could she do?
Torn by her emotions and feeling
of uselessness she gave the children their supper, tucked them into bed, and

soon

self to sleep
restlessly.

went

the

to bed her-

night

through

The greyness of morning was
pecking from the east and _ was
pushing the darkness into the deep
recesses beyond the western horizon when she arose and dressed for
Mass. A look at her children’s half
smiling, sleeping faces sent a warm
proud thnill through her that she
could not deny and she smiled
softly as she closed the door quietly behind her. She must admit that
snuggled sweetly in that bed were
two of the most precious possessions the world can bestow - - they
were hers - - and Marty’s.
Hers were the first footsteps that
marred the smooth surface of the

freshly fallen snow, and the crunch-

ing as she hurried along was the
only sound to break the morning
stillness. ‘he fresh air’s stimulating
effects and memory of those little

smiling
muddled

faces began

to clear her

brain - - the

feeling

of

loneliness was still there yet even

as she walked she could feel it be-

Maybe her attitude hadn’t been
quite right, she mused. The smiles
and presence of others as they exchanged
happy holiday greetings
made her feel that she was a welcomed member of society. Inside
the small church the twinkling
candles sent their silent prayers upward.
Lustily the congregation
gave vent to their feclings in
hymns that seemed to fill all the
corners of the church and to tran-

scend its wall and drift sweetly to
heaven.
Still thrilled by the beauty of the
singing and the simple, sincere sermon on the peace of the soul, she
hurried homeward to her wide-eyed
exciting children’s awaiting prattle.
Clouds were scattered over the
golden sky but the faith in her
heart was

unmarred,

and

as_

she

walked her firm footstep reflected
her resolution to become really
useful and a happy inspiration to
those that Marty had left in her
care. With her new found happiness, she entered the little cottage and immediately going to the
red and green covered ornament
box she reached into the far corner,

pulled out the silver star and with
little effort placed it on this year’s
smaller tree. She sighed a little as
she said, “in toving memory!”
Silent meditation in a home
where children are present cannot
continue for long and so hers was
broken by the excited jabbering
over newly discovered toys. She
smiled and as she did so she
glanced out of the window. As she
watched, the sun chased a sweeping shadow across the broad country side leaving but little patches
of its gloom hugging closely to the
buildings. Now the sun reigned
and the little crystals of snow mirrored its brightness. From
the
blueness of heaven she imagined

Marty looking down, smiling on
them and she knew he would always

be

there

to

give

her

confi-

dence to do her best.
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ANGEL

IN

RED

® By Isapet Kiopr
He keeps a secret.
A quiver of suppressed excitement passed through the small,
slender body of Roy Burton, as he
thought of the coming night. It
was to be no ordinary night for
this lad of eight, for not only was
it Christmas

the night
which he
Would his
and proud
hoped so,

Eve,

but

it was

also

of the great surprise for
had worked so long.
parents really be pleased
of him tonight? Oh, he
he hoped so!

His mind raced back to that day
over a month ago, when the surprise had originated.
The boys’
choir at St. Andrew’s Parish had
just started practice for the coming
Christmas season. This was the
season of the year that both the
boys and the choir director enjoyed
most.
The Yuletide with its
beautiful hymns seemed to impart
to all of them an extra zest and enthusiasm.

The

choir

Gregor, had been

director,

trying out

Mr.

the

younger members for hidden talent
in the way of soloists. As he listened to Roy, he was impressed
with the boy’s high, clear, sweet
voice,

and

he marveled

at his im-

provement since joining the choir
at the beginning of the school
year.
After practice, Mr. Gregor
called Roy aside and asked him if
he would like to sing a couple of
solos before Midnight Mass.
Roy
beamed
all over and said he
thought it would be “super.” Af
ter a few seconds’ reflection, his
face clouded a little, and, in an
undertone,
he
mumbled,
“But

I’ve never sung by myself before.”
Mr. Gregor smiled and told him
that everything would be all right;
he could give Roy extra coaching a
couple of afternoons a week after
school. As he listened to the director he realized something new,

something different would be done
this

Christmas

and

that

he,

Roy,

would play a big part in it.
As

bike

he

he’d
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had

ridden

made

up

home

his

keep what Mr. Gregor had told
him a secret, not even revealing it
to his mother and dad. He’d wondered if it would be possible for
him to keep such a secret so long.
Well, anyway he would try his
best.
‘The intervening weeks had flown
by to the amazement of the eightyear-old member of the Burton
family. Often he actually ached inside from the effort not to tell his
parents, especially when Mrs. Burton asked him why he came home
so

late

from

school.

But,

some-

how, Roy was always able to eke
out a plausible excuse for his tardiness. And here it was Christmas
Eve, and the great secret still remained unknown.
Roy mentally
patted himself on the back. That
was a big achievement for a little
fellow who was naturally talkative
and liked to share all he knew:
As Roy looked at the clock he
was forced back into the present
with a jerk. He had only a short
time to dress and get to St. Andrew’s by 11:15 p. m.
He took
one more quick look at the big
Christmas tree which he and _ his
family had decorated that evening
and then dashed upstairs. In shorter

time

than

it

takes

to

tell,

he

was downstairs again, waving goodbye and telling his mother and dad

that he would see them in church.
As he ran through the softly
falling snow, his mind was far from
the winter world around him. He
pictured the inside of St. Andrew’s
filled with parishioners, and somewhere among them — Mother and
Dad;

he

visualized

beautifully

the

lighted and

main

altar

decorated;

the large, lifelike crib in front of
one of

the

side

altars;

and

the

pines, poinsettas, and holly wreaths
on

his

mind _ to

giving to the whole interior a holliday appearance.

For half an hour

before Midnight Mass, the choir
was to give a beautiful rendition of
all the Christmas carols and hymns
that everyone loves so well. Roy
began to feel the terrors of panic as
he thought of his part in the singing, but as soon as he was in the
choir with the other boys his fear
left him.

By 11:25 the church was packed
and Roy could discern Mr. and
Mrs. Burton in a pew near the
middle aisle. ‘The organ broke the
stiliness of the church with the
bright music of “Joy to the World”
and when the full choir joined in,
every corner of the church echoed
the joyous music. The choir followed this carol with others equally
beautiful. At the end of “O Little
‘Town of Bethlehem” the lights
were dimmed.
‘The many candles
shone forth beautifully, and, from
far back in the church, a sweet,

high voice burst forth with the
lovely strains of “O Holy Night.”
‘The voice came closer and the parishioners could now see walking up
the aisle a small boy with his
blonde, wavy hair gleaming in the
candlelight. He was dressed in the
traditional choir-boy’s garb — the
red cassock, the white surplice, and
the big collar with the black bow —
and in his hand was a gold box
containing the offerings of the parish children to the Christ Child.
He truly looked like a little angel,
and,

with

his

sweet

voice,

it was

hard for the people to believe he
was an earthly lad. Looks of astonishment
and pleasure
were
mingled on the faces of Mr. and
Mrs. Burton. Was this their son?
How his voice had improved! Mrs.
Burton’s eyes filled with tears of
pride.
Roy finished the hymn as
he reached the crib. There he presented the gold box and reverently
knelt while he sang “Silent Night.”
This simple, lovely hymn rendered
by this angel in red seemed to
touch the people as never before.
As he concluded, Roy
quietly

made

his

whereupon,

way

into

the

the

bell

immediately

sacristy;

tinkled to signify the beginning of

Midnight Mass and the ushering in
of Christmas Day with all its blessings and

joys.

GREETINGS

ADORATION

Christmas, Christmas, Christmas!
Glory from on high;
Every mighty mountain tells
Tidings of the sky!

I wish

Many

A SHEPHERD

I were a shepherd

years ago,

To see a star o’er Bethlehem
And kneel amid the snow.

Silver Christmas music
Ringing from a star,
Frankincense of holiness,
Wherever Wise Men are!

To hear the voice of angels
And recover from surprise,
To join their holy singing

Ecstasy of angels,
In all the humble places;
Radiance of the Holy Child,
In children’s Christmas faces!

And with their haste I’d travel
To the stable miles away,
And kneel in adoration

Under fair Judea’s skies.

Near the Child

Peace of heaven, peace on earth,

Glory

from

on_ high!
—ELLEN Jay
ea

CHRISTMAS

—

SOUTH

Whose

oe
PACIFIC

Two
—

birth

so honored

years ago,

While I a shepherd trembled

1945

And knelt there in the snow.
—Rawtpu W. Pas

FS

Ee

Ok

LAMP

OF

WAR

Strong young men must twist and die.

Though the silver cross is flying
High across the night of peace,
Memories of young men dying,
In this place will never cease.

Shine,

thou

lamp

of darkness,

thou

fear

Which brings to life much

parent of great

sadness, and the shedding

of a tear,
T’is thou who tortures mankind, tis thou who
damns
the soul
Of him who would be kindness and makes of
him a

Though the Good Will of the skies
Still proclaims Love’s blessed birth,
Closed are many gallant eyes —
Many young lips sealed by earth!

ghoul.

Ears completely dulled to hearing
Lie beneath a foreign sod,

T’is thou who creates warfare, t’is thy evil lust for
blood

‘That drives the soul to killing, then buries
it in mud;

As the lips of men, revering,
Speak their Christmas praise to God.
and

the hay.

the world

thousand

Wooden crosses in a jungle,
Silver crosses in the sky,
Long as men pervert and bungle,

mistletoe

upon

When Christmas comes again this year
And bells of gladness ring,
I'll imagine I’m a shepherd
Near the manger of the King.

Faith that will not die;
Merry, merry Christmas,

Over

OF

Tis thy evil lie of power, and the wealth it can
attain
That makes a slave of spirit, and undermines the
brain.

holly,

Shine,

And the tinsel Christmas dross,
Above our laughter and our folly,
Starkly stands a wooden Cross!

And
—ELLEN

Jay

thou smouldering
soon shall wane

the evil that
once again.

smudge-pot,

thy

spreadest,

will be

thou

So hide thyself, thou wicked

greed;

brightness

defeated

lot, and blot thy selfish

May God give you a kinder heart, from which your
your soul may feed.

~J. D. 49
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GOD WITH US

...

Christmas is strangely different this year. It is
more strange than was last year’s and the year’s before, even with the war.

But remember how in those

years we were in such deep earnest about working
and praying for loved ones in constant physical danger

that it was easier to approach Christmas with holiness.

Yet now the danger is supposed to be over and Americans should be settling down thankfully in warm
homes, knowing the loved ones are safely here, or will
be here soon.
No, no, we must stay acAre you settling down?
down we start thinksettle
we
If
g.
anythin
tive at
questions, and when
s
ourselve
asking
start
ing. We
sick feelings in
empty,
have
we
answers
we hear the

our stomachs.
Don’t rush away
Listen, think a few moments.
from fears. Face them with the Truth and the Truth
shall set you free.

Christmas is the same; it has never changed and

will never change. The Christ that was given shall
never be taken away. The wondering humility which

the world knew in the early dawn of Christmas shall

always be precious.
Then, it must be our feelings that are “different.” But how can they be now what we've always
been taught they should be? Twelve million people
in Europe will be starving while we are eating our
Christmas dinner. People in little countries a few
hours away, because they struggled for a taste of something like freedom, will be writhing, or lying still with
bullets in them, bullets from guns made in the United

States!
Then write something now, you
Write it carefully because it has taken

Write this as carefully as the Bible was written, as the

Declaration of Independence and the United Nations
Charter were written.

will always see it and
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Write

where

it some place where

it will

never

be

MATSON

IsABEL

‘T'ANSEY

KLOPF

Write it on the wall of your conscience with tears,
and give it to your children when they come to awareness. It will be in the shape of a prayer which unfolds as you ponder and the weight lifts from your
heart and your way becomes straight.
Never stand aghast at your fears for they have reward, they signify that you are coming to it. Now it
is not given to you to understand, but in a little while
... And it is surely coming to you then because you
are awake and worried and you are not complacent.

The end of a war didn’t mean worldwide peace, not
even

peace

in your

own

It seems

country.

that the

storm riled up muddy elements and the water won't
te clear until all of those elements are put down. But
you see this and seeing, you can’t help but take the
right action eventually.
That is the great reason for being glad this
Christmas - - that you are closer to its True Spirit
than you have ever been before. The Message which
was sent nineteen hundred years ago you are reading,

having eyes that see.
All sorts of ideas come trooping into the light
that dispels the doubt you’ve had. ‘There will not be
such a thing as a “war” to end wars, but a “peace” to

end wars.

And

someday

not even

“united nations,”

but One nation, One race, One color, One creed, One

language, One government, - - - One Christmas.

‘That

oneness is the gift the Christ-child brought, but He
told you to work to achieve it.
doing. Still working.

That is what you are

Now can you make this Christmas glorious, make
it holy with your gifts of prayers, doors opened wide
with Love, and all of the best that you can give - to His mankind.
—A. K. Bomrorp
KK

questioners.
you a long

time to come to it and it is answering a great fear.

ANNE

BUNTON

SANS
It is always

said with

ok
SNOW
a modicum

of reserve, and

we always know exactly what is meant; but the wager
that you must

you

stands

lost.

in your lives.

have heard

it at least ten times

(O come now! At least ten.)

Heard that peculiar, perennial
Heard what?
its entrance into a conversation
makes
anomaly which
to this particular tune: “Oh, but it wouldn’t be Christmas without snow!” Well now; they don’t really mean

it won’t - - OOOOH.

They mean it won't be De-

cember 25th without snow. Wel, that’s better: yes, a
great deal better. But for a moment or two one thinks
he’s listening to Lionel Barrymore handing out some
Scroogian double-talk.

Imagine that, It won’t be Christmas without
snow. O Shades of Schopenhauer envelop me! Snow?
Since when has an accident of nature clothed
Snow?
itself with such royal prerogatives? Since when does
so much depend on whether Jupiter and Vulcan, in
their

mirthful

buckets

meandering,

of Cloud

Dust

over

kick

which

a

couple

is somewhat

on

of

the

frigid side? Do these Clinging Celestial Chips really
have so much power over our Spirit? Let a thousand

South Pacific Islanders sound an anvil chorus of
Jaugher in resounding answer. How inane such patter
sounds to them.

And the point to be made is not inane — but real.
Ags real as the appetite that clamors when the body is
as
not fed; as real and potent as atomic energy; as real

the Voice From
is inside. Inside
but as long as we
lamp of the soul

Above which tells us that Christmas
— not for a day, a month, or a year;
will let it stay. As long as the vigil
(some funny people call it a heart)—

as long as that lamp remains aglow, we have need of
naught else.
And anyway, real snow couldn’t bear to be around
Real Christmas, because Real Christmas is HOT --

hot enough to melt the encrusting ice which coalesces
in mortal veins and makes icebergs out of humans.
And it is this very thing that makes Chesterton say:
“Christianity (Christmas), even when it is watereddown, is still hot enough to boil the modern world to
rags.

It is a comon human experience to anticipate the
joys of this Holiday by counting the days until its arrival. But even as the wide-eyed child asks “Mama,
why can’t we have Christmas all year ’round?”; so we
might ask one another why we can’t keep that Christmassy look which tells us that two hearts are shaking

hands: for Christmas is not a day — it is a ladle-ful
of molten life that will burn and
dare to spill and share it.

sear —

—JosePH

until you

‘TOWERS

A MERRY

CHRISTMAS??

“Have yourself a merry, merry Christmas,” while
the bells jingle in an echoing refrain and the crisp
snow purifies the air, and all around the smell of
Christmas trees fills the air. You find little hints that
tell you what is in store for you when the packages
are opened but you have the feeling that there will
be something of a surprise from that certain someone
that always tries to suprise on Christmas day.
It seems that the day before Christmas everyone
and his uncle come down town to do that last minute
shopping that always comes up from an unexpectant
call or visitor. The Salvation Army Crusaders stand
at every corner in groups of two to six and sing forth
the old time Christmas carols that always cheer your
heart; they ring their bells and blow their horns in
joyous messages of “peace on earth.”
But somehow with all this revelry there is still
a sad spot in your heart, for there may be some one
missing from the family circle, some one who was
there last year. You try to be the gayest of your crowd
but it isn’t gay enough to hide the aching in your
heart.
Or perhaps you think of all the food and “christmas cheer” and in spite of all unexpected visitors with
their “spirits” you think of those poor starved and illclothed people across the ocean, and what they must
think of the American liberators who so far have left
them flat. Look across to Belgium, then to Holland,
see the little children how weak and sick they seem;
even at Christmas time they aren’t happy or gay.
Now look to Poland. There you see a vivid example
of starvation and death where the only thing left is a

very faint hope in the hearts of the young that some

day they too will be able to enjoy the gifts that should
come at Christmas time. Far away in the hills of
Asia one can see a land of people that have been
ravaged and raped by the savages of a warring nation.
The little children of this country are sick in spirit

and body, they are hungry and thirsty and cold.

Now comes the refrain what about ourselves; “we
could hardly find that turkey we wanted and we are
practically without any kind of dessert because of the
sugar shortage,” and so it goes on amid the lavish cocktail party or gigantic Christmas dinner.

Well, to repeat the familiar phrase from a current
song “Have yourself a merry, merry Christmas; let your

heart be gay,” if you can.

.
—Sam De Hart
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We...
é

CWLEN

WOMEN’S

A
Dear

LETTER

TO

SANTA

It is with great hopes and fond expectations that

we address these words to you. The things that we
have asked of you have always had a magic way of ap-

pearing on Christmas morn and we are certain that this
year will be no exception.
of all, dear

Mr.

Claus,

we

need

an annex

to the Women’s lounge in which to study. Your
own toy factory would be about as conducive to the
pursuit of learning as is our present arrangement.
(Aside to the powers-that-be:
the vacant men’s
lounge would fit our needs splendidly.) Then could you
possibly find, tucked away in a far corner of your

North Pole abode, an un-needed phonograph. It would
make We, the Women so very happy.
are very simple, don’t you agree?

Our requests

But wait a minute. Here are some coeds anxious
to make some personal requests.

Mary Grace Behringer: I don’t really want much
this Christmas, dear Santa - - - just a diamond brace-

let,

a red

convertible,

a gold

watch,

and

Just

send

hearts expert.

Mary Frances Cavanaugh:

a

lonely

me_

the

words to “Heart and Soul,” old boy, and I'll be sat-

isfied,

Anne Matson :Just send me a little puppy dog.
I have to have something to lead around on my
leash.
Alice Millar: Forget about making Christmas
presents, Santa, my friend. Put all your Brownies to
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. Rira

E.

McGarry

discharge.

Cadet Nurse (anonymous): Please Santa,
you get me a date with that cute Norm P.?

could

Mary Cotterman:
Santa Claus, bring me a
package of vitamin pills (large size, please), so I can
defend myself from the brutes in this school.
Eleanor Kurtz:
For myself I ask nothing but
please bring the “Arcade Men” a hundred mammouth scratch pads to draw on. Then maybe the
posters will escape undamaged.

Harriet Theodose:
What do I want?
my kingdom for a car!

car,

Joan Fulwiler: Just
Claus, and then tell me
ups” - - Dorothy

Kuhn:

A Car,a

bring me a rope, Santa
who writes “Kampus Kut-

?

Please,

man

with-the-whiskers,

bring me a thermos bottle and a lunch box.

Roseann Houser:
I’m
being
unselfish _ this
Christmas so just give the boys in Alumni Hall a few
hundred “late leaves.”

Pat McDonough: (Sigh)
Have
you got a
framed copy of that poem about “Home is the sailor, home from the sea?”
Are you still with us, St. Nicholas, after all this
chatter? Better start packing your bag right now - - -

it's going to be a wonderful Christmas.
that we can count on you.

work building bigger and better highways to Cincinnati.

.

Gloria Colp: All I want is an army
No, not for myself - - - for Jerry.

Santa Claus:

-First

EDITOR

REM

Your

devoted

We

know

daughters,
WE, THE WOMEN

MERRY

and you have no more than that with which you were
born, . .. . mind and knowledge, and beating heart.

CHRISTMAS

Since I’m ending my last semester at U.D. I decided to do posterity a favor and dash off a few words

My words of wisdom

of wisdom for the Exponent.

— here it goes gals — worry not, think some, above
all be happy and you will bet a great big diploma just
(Attention:
like the one they have waiting for me.

Dr. Molz)
This is Christmas time - - - it comes only once a
year - - - my last Christmas. Like the loyal U.D. girl
that I am I’m not participating in the annual program. ‘This year I’m taking the part of a - - - Gosh,
Mrs. Sears, what am I? Well any way, I’m sure it is
a promotion from what I was last year. They asked
me to sing a solo but I decided that for me it’s the
Metropolitan (opera, of course) or nothing. And
I have

too,

then,

to give the other

they’re still working their way up.
Oh yes, I just remembered - - - I’m writing this
little piece to extend the season’s greeting on behalf
of the women students to the faculty (God bless
our fellow

students,

namely

you

fellows, and

the other numerous and sundry individuals who make

life on this campus what is it.
a Gay New

Year!

FOR

Merry Christmas and

I love you every one.
—Maccre
Kee

To understand this one thing is to understand
many things .... “You, who deem yourself a giver, are
but a witness.”
—ANNE CREEL MATSON
K.SOSS

MOTHERS

SK
THIS

CHRISTMAS

Words are no gauze for a scar like a lot of people

You are not the one who has sacrified life, yet
part of it fled from you.
You

are not

the

one, who

in the mirror

of war

saw horror, yet part of it was reflected to you.
You

are not the one who

saw warm

blood flow,

yet you carry the stain like a flower in your heart.
You are not any of these. Yet you are the
reason for all of them.
You

are not more

than a

reason,

is sufficient, “For in truth it is Life

THE
In the
In the
To a
Came
Came

CHRISTMAS

far-off country,
dim-lit manger,
world of danger,
the Christmas Stranger,
the Christmas Joy.

Angels

sang before

Come

let

us

Mary’s

Blessed Boy.

o’er

Him,

While on distant hilltops,
There were shepherds kneeling,
Glory they were feeling,

For on heaven’s ceiling,
They beheld the Star.
On

the dim

horizon,

A procession slender,
Bearing gifts of splendor,
Homage they would render,
Wise Men from afar.
Still the angel voices,
Ring- across the ages,
And the turmoil rages
In the heart courageous,

Rings

the Christmas plea —

“As the world rejoices,
Still My Star is guiding,

Spread the Precious Tiding,
Peace-on-earth

Ye shall know

while you, who deem yourself a giver, are but

Him,

star shone

that

life

Him

adore

And a

nor less, which

gives

STORY

In the arms of Mary,

Macin

have now. A scar that says “there are a lot of men
dead now who weren’t dead a short time ago.” And
things like that leave me wishing that there might
be a wedding of earth and sky and thoughts, and all
things that might tend to consolation; wishing too
that the ghosts of loneliness were still. I want to
help, and I want this thought to be there when you
ultimately cry.
You are not the one who has suffered, neither
have you been at rest.

ost

man.

position on the campus is established - - -

My

em)’,

your mind, and by now is knife-edged, sharp-sweet
and lazily bitter. Half-love grows rancid, but this
love, whose scar you bare is keen in memory.
And memory is not food and drink, but is benediction to the soul.
And from all of these elements should
come
the decision, severe as it is, with a compromise of
courage, and a willingness to claim no more worldly
goods and no more unearthly dreams, not possible to

chance.

a

girls

And the love that you cling to is but a pattern on

abiding,

in Me.”
—ELLEN Jay

a witness.”

For you are not able to give more than you have,
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TRIUMPHANTLY

SING---

“You'd never know it to look at
her, though. Always singing around
the place. She seems to be the happiest one here.”
“Yeah, that’s one thing about
her. Always singing —”

@ By C. Kinc Brapow
A story of real love and pathos.
It was a cold, nasty day. The sky
was leadened with grey clouds
which pressed down upon the city
like the palm of a great hand. The
wind whistled as it swept down the
streets and eddied around corners.
The bus was crowded to capacity
as it threaded its way through the
heavy traffic. Weary commuters
hung from the straps or slumped in
their seats as they waited to get
home and be done with the drudgery of the day’s work. Here and
there sat a shopper, returning home
laden with packages which were
piled around her.
In a seat at the rear of the bus sat
aman anda woman. The man was
about
twenty-seven
with
broad
shoulders and a not overly handsome face. His soiled white shirt
was open at the neck and he wore a
coat which matched his unpressed
trousers. ‘The woman was a brownat-the-roots blond with wide lips
generously adorned with bright red
lipstick. She wore an obviously
cheap dress of flashy print and a
coat of light grey. Together or separately they made no claim to distinction.
‘They were typical examples of the working masses.

The man sat slumped in the seat
with his head resting lightly on the
padded, grey shoulder of the woman’s coat.
“So you finally got to see the
doctor,” she said as the bus left the

city traffic and turned familiarly onto the highway through the suburban area. “So you finally saw the
doctor. What did he say?”
“I gotta quit work.”

The words struck her like a
physical blow. She said, “When
can you go back? What did he say
was the matter with you?”
“He
didn’t say, and itll be
months before I can even think of
getting a job. Maybe you’d be better off without me.”

“Honey, you should know better
than

that.

We

have

to stick

to-

gether.

I can get a job in that res-

taurant

where

I worked

and

“No. I won’t have my wife working. That’s out.”
“Well,

someone

has to

work

if

we're going to eat, and if it isn’t
you it must be I. This sort of
knocks out our Christmas, though.
I'd planned a little tree for just me
and you and some candles in the
window, a fur coat for me and maybe that wrist watch you wanted;
and — but what’s the use of talking about it. It’s all off now.”
For

a while,

neither

one

said

a

word. ‘Ihe man shifted his position
uneasily as his head drooped even
more and his shoulders slumped to
a dejected position. The woman
tubbed some of the steam from the
unwashed bus window and stared
at the telephone poles parading
past with monotonous regularity.
Finally the silence was broken as
she began to sing very softly and
in a thin wavering voice, “V is for
Victory,

sing it out, with

a shout,

with a cry, V is for Victory —” And
the motor of the bus droned on
wearily.
*

OK

OK

KK

There were only about a half a
dozen people in the restaurant. The
bright winter rays of the mid-afternoon sun streamed through the venetian shades of the front windows.
The clink of glasses being washed
came faintly from the kitchen. By
the cash register, the chief waiter
and
the
cashier
were
talking.
“What do you think of that new
girl? Works pretty hard, doesn’t
she?”
“Yeah, she’s always on the job.
Never gives you any trouble.
|

wish all the
her.”
“She

waitresses

were

like

seems

to waste

any

time, either. She dashes out of here

as soon as her time’s up.

Never sits

around and just talks.”

“Her husband is laid up, I think.

She worked
married.

Ok

Ok

Ok

&

It was about seven thirty in the
evening. ‘The winter sun had long
since set and there was a taste of
snow in the air. The store windows shone in the glory of their
decorations of holly and colored
lights. Even the stop and go signals seemed to partake of the
Christmas spirit as they gaily winked their red and green lights.
The sidewalk was crowded with
people, hurrying home from their
last minute shopping.
‘Their coat
collars were turned against the winter wind and the soft snow. On the
corner, a Salvation Army “Sally”
stood, ringing her little bell.
In

another

section

of town,

the

streets were darker. The lights
struggled valiantly against the large
flakes of snow.
Here, the blanket
of dusk and snow covered
the

dingy, unpainted buildings.

In the

darkness, one did not notice the
drabness of the street or the lack of
festive decoration.
In one win-

dow, however, a tiny candle glowed
brightly.

Above

it hung a

simple

wreath of holly and evergreen.
‘To this very door, a slight figure
wrapped in a light grey coat, walked
rapidly through the snow.
Quickly she climbed the stairs to the
dingy apartment and flung open
the door, entering with a gust of
winter wind.
“Well,

darling,

I’m

home,”

she

said as she brushed the snow from
her coat. “Merry Christmas!”
“Same to you, honey, and look
what I made while you were gone
today.”
She turned as her gaze swept the
pitifully bare room and then a tear
sprang to her eye as she saw a
little table set against the farther
wall, and on top of it, a tiny Christ-

never

here

Always

breaks, it seems.”
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before

*

before

had

she

the

got

tough

mas tree. Under the tree was arranged carefully a bit of cotton and
there, glittering in the glare of the
single electric light bulb

lay a pin

obviously from Kresge’s

or Wool-

worth’s.

(Continued on Page 22)

THE

bring hot blankets
and a_ hot
stimulant. She always knew about
things like this, sudden disturbing
things.

HOME

@ By Bos SHERMAN

The man

A rather dreary place.

trudged
child
the
Carefully,
snow,
ing
deepen
ever
through the
inview
from
ling
scramb
or
g
duckin
to a drift where the gleam of headlights shone on the road.
There

was fear in the child, not

the fear of punishment which he
had known so often, but only the
dreaded fear of being taken back
again to the Home. ‘Io him, coming home was but a harsh duty, being herded as just another one of
a herd of sheep, back into the fold.
The Home

was the State Home,

for those children deprived of parents at an early age, and as some
such places are proclaimed, was a
cruel survival for children. It was
a gray, bleak, windblown structure
which stood on the outskirting
heights of the city. ‘There were
no cheerful lights, or gay, laughing voices, so necessary in young
lives. Only monotony and_heartbreak stood as banners on its flagstaff.
|

The boy brushed the wet, clinging snow from his eyes and coat,
and strode manfully onward, buck-

ing the biting surface of sleet and

wind roaring out against him. His
small body was cold, the coat he
‘There
wore insufficient covering.
was really nowhere to go, he knew
that, but he

did

not care.

In his

young mind was the memory of his
mother, that beautiful woman

with

the soft touch of an angel as she
put him to bed, on nights long
since past. And then she was gone
and he was back again at the
Home. All the fury and dread and
mistreatment seemed to well up in
He strove onward with rehim.
newed strength.
Pausing in his journey before a
little, white cottage, he saw a tree
with lights, like diamonds because

The
placed

playing the piano - - “Silent night,
Holy night.” He wished he could
see who was playing; his own
mother was so fond of that song.
He remembered - - “round yon Vurgin, mother

and

Child

For, you see, it was Christmas
Eve.
Back at the Home there was

no singing, no tree or gifts, maybe
a few from strangers which meant
nothing. But here he felt a little
better, for he could see that things

was

maybe

“He

he’s - - ”

is, he

woman,
ically.

is dead!”

covering

her

cried

face

the

hyster-

The reflection of her emotions
tempered the rest of the gathering.

were as before when
his mother
lived.
Sometimes
he
wondered
about such things; whether there

“On

Christmas,

too,”

heart, whether
Christmas.

showed in the man’s eyes. “For a

was

still

a

He did feel better now that he
knew, warmer deep inside. Yet he
was alone in the cold, the white,
thick snow coming faster and heavier with
every passing second.
Where he was standing a drift had
formed to his knees, and. kicking
himself free he found that his feet
would barely move, only with terrible effort. Eyes were heavy, arms
without feeling. Dropping to his
knees the boy sank gladly into the
feathery blanket.
A

man

looked

down

on_

him,

startled, then with precise, quick
movements gathered the limp form
into his arms and
walk, back to the
house.
He

ting

shouted

about

hurried
warmth

up
of

to his friends

the

fire:

the
the

“I

said

no,

poor,

one

said softly.
phan.”

there

“The

some

was laughter still, something besides a faded picture to hold in his

didn’t

little
I?”

or-

Relief

minute though, I thought—”
Blankets were wrapped around
the boy, and after awhile, his eyelids

fluttered,

and

he

woke

with

the peace of Heaven molded in his
face. Warmth
surrounded
him
and the lighted Christmas _ tree
danced into sight. The beautiful
woman was kneeling beside him,
her soft hand cradling his head. He
smiled up at her and she smiled
back. Other faces were smiling too
but he did not notice.
God is
good, he thought, and happiness
flooded through him. Thank you,
God.
Before he had fallen asleep
in the snow he had prayed, and

now he was answered. He had been
given back the beautiful)
and the Christmas tree.

woman,

chat-

“Look,

look

what I did — found, I mean.”
He
began to pull the wet clothing from

the child’s body. His fingers were
not calm. A label in the coat caught
his attention, telling him
was an orphan,

the

waif

Mg.

gore,
Zs

ne

_@3

a

=

Ba ij vee

There

was

amazement

in

the

faces of the others as they watched.
One

Someone

woman
mouth.

“No!” said the man, vehemently. “He can’t be dead. Such a
little guy? No!” His hand went to
the boy’s heart, and felt nothing.

- -”

woman, went from:the room silently, and the man knew she would

song.

group nodded. A
a hand to her

think,

of the tears in his eyes, and heard
in

looks white,

“Ghastly white,” she said. “Do you

the joyous ring of voices, grouped

together

said, “He

doesn’t he?”

of the

women,

a_

beautiful
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Student Essays. . BILL AND

LYNDA

The moon was full and bright
but yet it was cold and impersonal
as it shone casting a soft light
across the sparkling white earth.
The snow continued
to fall so
gently that it semed to caress the
ground where it fell. The whole
world was making ready for the

morrow for it was Christmas Eve.

Inside everything was quiet for
little Sherry was asleep, dreaming
of tomorrow’s promised excitement.
As Lynda tiptoed over to the crib
to pull the covers up around her
she had to smile at the blissful expression of happy anticipation on

the innocent little face.
Lynda had worked hard in preparation for the big day, for things
had to be just right After all
didn’t Bill always say there was
no time like Christmas to make a
man feel glad that he was alive. He
called it a family day, a day to
really appreciate one’s home life.
She gave a last approving glance
to the Christmas tree, ornamented
with colorful decorations, and_ its

branches bent under the weight of
so many good things to eat. She
had made many of Bill’s favorite
cookies and remembered what he

had said about plum
Christmas.

dinner.

pudding for
She

smiled,

thinking of how he would eat too
much and then blame it on her
cooking.
She was staring out of the window now, out into the loneliness of

the night and thinking of other
Christmases.
It seemed only yesterday — the first one — when she
and Bill became engaged. She had
been so happy, it frightened her.
Everything was so perfect it seemed
like

a dream,

and

she

was

afraid

that she would awaken and find it

played tricks on each other. They
laughed a lot and forgot the cares

of the

world.

followed. They were
wonderful
married and they hid presents and
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there

was

girl, especially for two people who

had not got over the thrill of being parents.
Then it happened. The war came
and Bill had to go away to the
army. But even that year Christmas had been a happy one for he
was allowed to come home for the

holidays.

In

those

few

precious

moments they forgot the crime and
the misery of war. They knew
whatever happiness they had then
might have to last for several years.
But that was the last one for Bill
was overseas the next year. Lynda
spent Christmas alone and tried to
be brave,

but she was

afraid.

It had been a long time now. It
had been terrible doing without
him. But now Lynda knew that she
would never have to be away from
him again, and the thought was

consoling.

He would be always in

her heart, for Bill had died fighting
for his country. It was different

now and a

little more difficult for

Lynda, but they still faced their
problems together just as they were
enjoying their Christmas together.

No man is dead when he lives so

strongly in the hearts of his loved

ones.

And on this Christmas Eve although it was overshadowed by sadness Lynda found warmth in the
pride she felt for her husband. The
Christmas spirit meant much more
this year because of the spirit in

which he made his sacriifce.

giving is the symbol

For

of Christmas

and Bill had given all that he had

to give.

—ELEANoR GREATHOUSE

was not true.

But it was true and others just as

And

Sherry’s first Christmas.
It had
been so much fun shopping for
toys and things to fascinate a little

POLISH
The

Kk
CHRISTMAS

celebration

the Polish

of

American

about

the breaking

of the

Mass.

In

either

case,

it is follow-

ed by the traditional repast which
in most instances assumes the proportions of a meal second only to
that served at dinner on the day it-

self.

‘This meal is followed by the

opening of gifts.

Oplatki are very thin wafers,
either square or circular in design,
on which are impressed scenes from
the Nativity. Before the fatal September 1, 1939, practically all of the
oplatki used in America came from
Poland.
The war caused Polish
American bakers to carry on experiments in an effort to produce a waf-

er which would be thin enough for

the purpose and still strong enough
to withstand handling in the mails.
‘The bakers experienced a great deal
of difficulty at first and in the early

years of the war oplatki were not
easily obtainable, particularly in the
midwest.
Ranking next in importance

the

koledy,

the

truly

are

Catholic

Christmas carols, which permeate
the atmosphere
of home
and
church long after Epiphany. Of
course,

the

Christmas

Crib

is

will,

of

the

Polish

American

Christmas. Family tastes differ regarding the kinds of foods that are

prepared, although most families
manage to get a special Christmas
kielbasy, or sausage, at one of the
meals.

peculiar
in

is cen-

a

“must” in every home,
These are the essentials, if you

So,

too,

there

are

other in-

dividual variations which add their

Christmas

home

tered

oplatki among the members of the
family as either father or mother
imparts a blessing to the others.
The time of the breaking of the
oplatki varies according to the custom of the different families, some
observing this ceremony on Christmas Eve when the first star appears
in the sky and others waiting until all have returned from Midnight

flavor

to the spiritual and

material enjoyment of the feast.
—Lester RaszKowsxt

OUR LAST CHRISTMAS
AT THE ORPHANAGE

Johnnie, you
happened when

Dear Johnnie:
We are far from home this
Christmas, but many years ago
you and I were little tots enjoying
a quiet and peaceful Christmas at
the orphan’s home.
Do you recall that last Christ-

vances and curtsies with a coyness
that wins Santa’s heart right away.

mas?

Let’s turn back the pages of

time and revive old and _ happy
memories. . . .
It is 7:30 a. m., the day before
Christmas and everything is peaceful in the big red-brick building.
Suddenly, the old cow bell shatters
the stillness with the force of an
atomic
bomb. ‘Three
hundred
youngsters jump out of their beds,
happy as little beavers. The 24th
of December, is the day at the orphanage.
The morning hours hum with an
activitiy that would put the busiest
beehives
to shame.
Silver bells,
wreaths and streamers, add a final

touch to the Christmas spirit that is
already deep in the hearts of three
hundred little fellows.
After dinner, the youngsters,
tired but happy, march to the dormitory where the devoted Sisters
welcome them with brush and soap
in hand. After necks and ears have
been scrubbed with an added thor-

oughness, the tots look like bright

little

human

ornaments.

How excited they are! Santa
Claus is coming to the orphanage
today. ‘The faithful cow bell clangs
again and the youngsters direct
their steps to the auditorium.
As the kiddies file into their appointed places they eagerly scan
the room for Santa. The rustling
of paper, the scraping of chairs, an
occasional cough soon subside into
silence. All eyes are riveted to the
entrance door. With the speed of
a jet plane, the silence is split into
atoms as hundreds of children greet
Santa with cries of joy and happiness. The little community of Sisters resigns itself as the cries rever-

berate throughout the auditorium.
As

Santa gazes

at these

fatherless

and motherless youngsters so happy
and carefree, an added
twinkles in his eyes... .

_jolliness

remember what
Santa began dis-

tributing the toys.
Little Mary is so pretty in her
new white dress as she shyly adHer heart is so set on that beautiful doll with the big brown eyes
and long golden locks. ‘The warm
smile of gratitude that is mirrored

in the twinkling blue eyes of Santa
is ample repayment.

Little

Tommy,

a_blond-haired

youngster shakes hands in a very
business-like manner
and
asks
Santa Claus for a six-shooter. With
a seriousness struggling to subdue a
repressed gayety, Santa presents
‘Tiny ‘Tom with a toy gun....
The big moment was the Midnight Mass when we all welcomed
our Fellow-Orphan into our hearts.
Remember?
A Merry
Christmas
to you
Johnnie Doughboy, and a Happy
New Year.
Your little brother, Jor
—JOsEPH NAPIERKOWSKI

ee
MOSTLY PREPARING

Christmas this year will be a joyous occasion in most homes. Many
service men have returned and
those folks who have boys that are
still in the armed forces are consoled by the fact that the fighting
is over with. Thoughts of Christmas bring mixed emotions, those of
rejoicing and those of sorrow.
Those of us who are religiousminded remember the first Christmas and everything that it means
and what it has brought to our
world.
Preparing for this holiday is quite
a task. The individual who thinks
herself intelligent tries to figure
out how she will save throughout
the year for presents. She diligently puts away so much each week
hoping that it will cover all expenses. But how how futile it all turns
out to be. Either she has borrowed a little and now must return it

or there was
From

not

last Christmas

enough
on

saved.
she _ has

planned what each member of the
family and her friends will receive,

but as new items appear in_ the
stores all this is changed, and she
finds in her mind the same confusion as in other years.
Mother always has a big problem
around this time of year. Weeks

ahead of the twenty-fifth

of

De-

cember fruit cakes, plum puddings
and candies are cooked and put
away till the great day arrives. Then

the day preceding

Christmas

the

turkey is dressed and the accessories are prepared. Oh my, what

aromas! We

often wonder if it is

possible to wait for the day to arT1ve.

Christmas Eve brings an air of
expectancy. What will we receive?

Will it be what we asked for or
something

that will really surprise

us? The children hang up _ their
stockings and for once go to bed
without any quibbling, hoping that
tomorrow morning will soon come.
Decorating the Yuletide tree and
the house is an event long remembered. Stringing
popcorn
and
threading berries takes place in a
few homes. Then the lights are
strung and turned on. What a
sight! ‘The presents are all brought
and placed under the tree. Finally
the lights in the house are turned
out, everything is quiet and we all
go to bed. As one lies in bed she
can almost imagine she hears sleigh
bells and someone moving around
down stairs as she remembers the
poem learned as a child, “”T'was
the night before Christmas.”
When morning arrives what a
scramble there is. Everyone
is
talking, yelling and opening packages. No matter if plans were well
laid there seems to be the traditional neckties and shirts for dad.
There is something for mother that
she probably does not need but she
is thankful for it nevertheless.
Then the household becomes
quiet. Thoughts of what Christmas really means seem to be in the
minds of every one. They offer a
little prayer of thanksgiving in
their hearts that there was a first
Christmas and that they live in a
free country where Christmas is

recognized and celebrated.

—Frances SHANK
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CHRISTMAS

REVERIES

The pungent odor of
filled

the

room,

the

the

tree

multi-colored

lights twinkled and were reflected
in the silvery tinsel, gifts were
shown lying open underneath, and
occasionally here or there brightly
colored ribbons and wrapping paper could be seen escaping from under boxes of various shapes and
sizes. ‘The furniture had taken on
added lustre and even the old comfortable armchairs seemed more inviting.
From the radio, standing
in the corner, carols were softly
pouring forth. All looked quite serene.
A girl
room,

came

looked

silently
about

as

into

the

if to

reas-

sure herself, and then began to
quietly readjust the furniture and
the articles under the tree. Seemingly satisfied, she slowly relaxed
against the softness of the chair
nearest the tree, taking off first one
high-heeled shoe and then the
other. The utter solitude of the
room was suddenly broken by a
voice,
“Marion, it is late; are you coming to bed?”
“No, mother, I’m going to stay
up a little while longer.”
“Well,

all right

dear,

but

don’t

forget to turn out the lights before
you come up.”
“All right,” she called, and then
relaxed again.
“Silent night, holy night,” sang
the voice over the radio. An expression quite indescribable passed
quickly over the girl’s face, for
memories of other Christmas Eves
were racing through her mind.
There was the one when as a child
she had lisped, "I'was the Night Before Christmas” at a church play,
and the memorable one on her first
vacation

home

from school, and fi-

nally there was last years’ Christmas. ‘The entire family had been
together then, and the whole house
had rung loud with their laughter
and shouts from her brother’s children. All was changed; this Christ-:

mas there had been no merriment
and only the smallest kind of celebration.
As if impatient of the trends her
Page twenty

thoughts
were
taking,
Marion
sharply sat up tall in her chair and
nervously readjusted the tinsel on
the tree.
Rising quickly in_ her
haste, she stumbled over the hassock, though not even this slowed
or checked her sudden need of activity. She began to pace up and
down, up and down, while the contours of her body gave the impression of a tense cat about to spring.
One
hand
impatiently brushed
back a wisp of stray hair from her
forehead while the other clenched
and unclenched in a tight fist. An
angry sob escaped her lips, “Why,
oh why did it have to be she!” Her
mind ran on. “She was always so
good and Christmas Eve without

her simply wasn’t Christmas Eve.
The added touch just wasn’t there
tonight. I don’t have the spark or
the ability to make it real.” Hot,
angry, bitter tears welled up into
her eyes, and fiercely tumbled down
her cheeks. Just as suddenly as the
flood
had
started,
it stopped
Ashamed of her lack of restraint
and fearful that her mother might
hear her, Marion gathered up her
coat and hat, turned out the lights
and turning off the radio passed
out into the night.
Pushing through the snow, the
flying flakes stinging her cheeks,
she seemed to gather courage as she
sped along.
Coming to her destination, the heavy cathedral doors
yielded to her touch and closed her
from view. Inside falling upon her
knees, the utter beauty of the scene
made her soul ache with joy. The
heavy organ began to peal the
strains of Adestes Fideles, and rais-

ing her face, hesitatingly at first,
and then deliberately, Marion was
at last able to pray.

—Marcaret Aucust
Ke
SHOPPING

FUN

The Christmas season is with us
again
bringing
that indefinable

something that fills us with a glow
of happiness and love.
Filled with an urgent desire to
mingle with the holiday shoppers
and

hoping

their gaiety,

to

absorb

a

little

of

I wandered down town

one afternoon.

The moment that

I stepped out of the car I was
swept into the maelstrom of shoppers from which I had little hope
of escaping alive.
I was pushed
and

shoved, knocked

down,

picked

up, banged and stepped on so many
times that I almost lost consciousness.

Finally, however, the tides of

fortune changed; I rallied and came
up fighting. What fun it was!
Here was nature at her best. ‘The
survival of the fittest took on a
grim meaning for me as I fought
desperately for my life. The odds
were not even. I had inadvertently

left my brass knuckles and my black
jack at home. I was handicapped
further by the fact that I weighed
a mere one hundred pounds. Small
wonder that I felt like a tennis ball
being tossed back and forth and
never allowed to rest.
One of the most interesting opponents was the bowling ball. This
person

shoots

from

store

to

store

apparently with the idea of knocking down as many pins as possible.
I happened to be one of the unlucky pins.
Then there was the
rabbit who nervously jumped from
side to side, making certain that
she would bring her quarry down
that way. The football shopper is
worthy of mention. She brought all
the tricks of the gridiron to the
store. ‘The price-hagglers, the exchangers, the can’t-make-up-theirmind shoppers, the bargain hunters were all there in all their glory.
That evening I returned home. I
was dirty and tired. I had a black
eye, a patch on my face and my
nose was bleeding.
My hair was
disheveled and in part pulled out.
My last pair of nylons had holes
and runs because I had fallen on
the pavement. One shoe had lost
a heel. But I was happy. I had
found out what I had gone in
search of, the spirit of the holidays,
the spirit of love and happiness
that we need so much in this disturbed world.
—Frances

ULLUM

NURS

MNPUS
As I begin this issue, my hands
naturally seem to move up to my
slender, delicate, white, and _ still
threatened
throat. I note, with

much relief, that my head is still attached to the rest of my _ being.
What a relief!
What a surprise!
What a life!
The Turnabout Tag, or “The Worm
Early - Bird - Gets - The
Dance,” was eagerly attended by
rather confused couples not quite
accustomed to the idea of the gals
turning masculine
in_ etiquette.
Flattered fellows were helped with
their coats by giggling gals, not
quite sure of the method of playing
the

escort.

Beautiful,

nutritious

corsages, some efficiently supplied
with salt, were bestowed upon the
blushing, but not exactly bashful
boys who graciously accepted them
with an embarrassed
“aw _ gee,
Sacksteder won
Louis
thanks.”
his package of radish seeds (so he
can grow his own for the next
dance) for the most novel corsage,
and Leo Busse, a package of flower
seeds for his artistic lapel-piece.
Betty Frost and Charlie Kinninger,
respectively, were the ingenious arMr. Sears won honorable
tists.
mention for his nifty nosegay which
was

made

by

his steady

girl, Mrs.

Sears.
It was interesting to watch the
eager-beaver girls cutting in on various boys. ‘That was an opportunity of a lifetime.
Dad’s car, in
most cases, was driven by the feminine sex, causing many well-bitten
fingernails. After the dance a rush
was made on the part of the girls
dating the campus cuties, trying
madly to get them back to the
dorm

on time,

under

the watchful

eyes of Bro. Doyle, who stood
laughing at the door waiting for
the safe return of his brood. The
great mystery of the dorm still re-

mains that November

30th found

many boys strewn about the infirm-

ary, as if breathing their last. However, on the AM

of December

Ist,

there were no patients to be seen.
What
an antidote
that dance
proved to be.
Loud groans of misery were to be
heard echoing back and _ forth
through the halls a few weeks ago.

But upon rushing to the scene of
woe, instead of prostrate forms lying grotesquely on the floor, I
merely found S. Duerr, M. Ashworth, and P. Watkins suffering
with the oh-so-sore muscles receivyed from practicing for the cheer
leader try-outs.
And by the way,
I think every one was rather disappointed in the way that little bit of
planning hits the rocks. It would
have
been nice
to have
had
cheer leaders leading the enthusiasttic UD crowds, for we are all really
going to root for our team.
Note

to

the

love

lorn:

Jesse

“Jake” Strebel seems to be the cur-

rent UD

Mr. Anthony and his fav-

otite fan at the moment is Roseann Houser.
Ah but then love is

a be-eg problem, especially when it
comes

to Don

Juan

Ginn...

.

A thought: Whatever happened
to the Omega petition? In my estimation the authors of that masterpiece of stupidity should have
been
the subject material. But
then, ‘ain’t’ that life?

Nice Guys Dept:
Coming with
the inflow of the vets here at
school is the increase of really swell
fellows.
Among
these
can be
mentioned Jake Strebel, Dick Barr,
Joe Bath, and Louie Rossi. Orchids

to you boys for possessing those rare
qualities that make for a_ gentleman and really being nice to know.
Say,

have

you

noticed

every

Sunday afternoon Bill Walsh, Joe
Cunningham,

and

Georgie

Mitch-

ell come riding up to the dorm in
a blue Cadillac? What really flabbergasted me was the fact that our
three roving romeos (?) always sit
in the back seat while the two
beauties occupy the front.
AW,
tellows, you're big boys now!
Hey there, Cassanova of the
Campus! Where did you get that
appellation, “Van” Romaker? Has
Hollywood heard about you? Hubba Hubba.
The plays put on by Thespians,
under the direction of Maurie
“Peanut” Reichard, were a real suc-

cess and were thoroughly enjoyed
by everyone who was there.
Incidentally, the affair was well attended. Being back stage was just
like being at a circus, with the actors

and

actresses,

make-up

crew,

stage-hands, etc., rushing back and
forth to prepare the four plays for
the anxious audience. If you really
want to have a jolly lot of fun, join,
or participate in the ‘Thespian
group. Ask the person who goes.
If you hear the soft strains of the
ballad “It Might As Well Be
Spring” floating through the air,
it will probably be Stan and Vesta
singing a duet with their hearts.
Those two sure ‘am’ in love - - nice, though, isn’t it????
A never ceasing source of astonishment to the campus fellows is
Tom Hogan who begins to get
ready for a date about five minutes
before he is to leave and never fails
to walk out on the dot, spruced
and polished. What’s your secret,
Tommy, old boy, Hum???? Could
be Phyllis.
Liz Astbury may be soft spoken
but she is fascinating to listen to.
The experiences that gal has had.
My-oh-my. . . . Natty is the only
word
to describe that lovable,
laughable gentleman, Jack Laugh-
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ter. His appearance of “savoirfaire” is accredited not only to
beautiful sweaters but also to the
last minute detail of a draped plaid
scarf. And that red jacket is really
sharp.
Newest addition to the star-eyed,
oh-how-happy-I-am group, is Char-

GREETINGS FROM THE STAFF
May Santa bring you all your dreams
To make you happy, like little sunbeams.
—AKB

May Christmas - - in its best array,
Be yours to hold - - to have - - and give away.

iy.

is a

May the Christmas season bring you all the things you

beuuuuuuu-ti-ful sparkler on her
third finger, left hand. Congratu-

And may all your blessings multiply throughout the

lotte Hochwalt.
lations,

Ben

The

reason

...

Annette Stutsman has been floating around on her special little
cloud since Dick pulled in from
Nooo-Yawk, and Dick is wearing a
grin a mile wide. Love is a great
institution,

I’ve

come

to the con-

hold so dear

coming year.

Merry Christmas and God Bless you.
May all the Yuletide joys caress you.
May Yuletide’s transfiguring cheer
Shed its beams throughout the year.

clusion.
The star entertainers of the dining hall are unmistakably Bing

and Frank, who perform faithfully

at each and every delectable meal
served on the campus. While furtively attempting to devour bites
of food, the fellows are continuous-

ly spiling portions of the food
when interrupted by some hilarious
joke or prank by the two.

Believe

me, there’s never so much

as a dull

split-second when

Bing and Frank

May the blessings of the Christmas star
Shine on loved ones near and far.

Let’s be happy on Christmas day
For the boys are home who were far away.

A merry Christmas with lots of snow,
And plenty of holly and mistletoe.
Hearts be merry and hearts be bright

When Christmas candles shed their light.

are anywhere around.

Ya’ know, ’s funny, but of late
I’ve been having a little trouble
sleeping. I see millions of people
glaring, gloating,
and _ gleaming
fiendishly at me in my not-so-pleasant dreams. Don’t know why. (?)
Well,

until

next time,

please,

stay

out ’o my dreams, will ya’?

(From

Page
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‘Turning, she placed her head on
her

husband’s

shoulder

and

cried,

but they were tears of joy, not of
SOITOW.
“Honey,”

she said, “I think

I believe in Santa Claus,

Don’t say there isn’t one.
Why Christmas wouldn’t be the same
If Santa Claus were gone.
Oh, if you are a sceptic

And inclined to disbelieve
Just come with me and watch for him

Kuk
TRIUMPHANTLY

Fh
AND VIGIL KEEP

this

is the nicest Christmas we’ve ever
had. We're closer together and —”

‘Then words failed her. As she
turned to look at the humble gift

This very Christmas eve.
And when the lights are dimmin’
And your eyes are closing tight
You will hear his jolly laughter
In the still and calm of night.
The sleigh bells will be ringin’
And his pack will overflow
With the things you’ve been a-wantin’

Since months and months ago.
So toss aside your
And

disbelief

vigil keep with me;

her voice arose in glorious song,
“O come, all ye faithful, triumph-

This year I will see Santa Claus

antly sing —.”

Now just you wait and see.
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—Ritra McGarry
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because she’s been smart
about placing those holiday calls early. She
knows that servicemen
stranded far from home
on Christmas will be want;

:

ing the wires.
P. S.

x

wearing

Janey

won’t

be

in a rush

about picking her career either. She’s
already decided on telephone work.
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CHRISTMAS MORNING
AT HADDOCK HILLS
(From

Page

8)

twinkling lights from the Christmas
trees of cottages while the evergreens with their thick sprinkling
of newly fallen snow were like immense cottonbushes.
In a few minutes we fell into line
to march over to the dining hall
where a wreath hung from each
window and dozens of tall red
tapers glowed from dozens of whitecovered tables.
I was still under
the spell of this apparition when
there was a chord from the piano
and a thousand voices burst into
song!
For

the children,

however,

even

scheme with occasional suggestions
from the younger ones — a veritable
fairyland of silver and red and
green. The prize of poinsettias,
special gift of the institution’s greenhouse, graces my desk. It’s all very

wonderful. There isn’t a heart that
has

not

and,

been

happy

as for me,

well

—

here

today

my

spirits

have literally soared.
Along with the material pleasures we've felt that larger sense of
Peace on earth, — we actually read
together The Story of the Other
Wise Man.
Suffice it to say its
been a white Christmas — in every

sense of the word.
I must prepare for my trip home.
Love
“Fritz”

this scene was eagerly relinquished
in anticipation of the return to the
cottage where Santa Claus was
slated for an early rendezvous. He
arrived

on

schedule,

laden

with

pack, eyes flashing, pausing a moment to brush snowflakes from his
ruddy cheeks.
If you could have
heard that chorus of “oohs” and
“ahs” that greeted his arrival. He
left an ample store of dolls, gaily
enameled

mechanical

toys,

games,

with

these

gifts

to remain with her doll, the crowd
coasting

itself
areas

in
so

exploring
that

no

the

recourse

to persuasive methods was necessary
when the hour for dinner arrived.
And
now the afternoon has
slipped by and my writing has
been punctuated with interstices of
reflection. _ What
a _ world
of

thought has been poured into the
planning of Christmas for these dependent youngsters.
I have been
moved by the veritable bigness of
it all.

From
glanced

time
up

to

time

to witness

I

around me — to see it evidenced
in original

The

decorative

older girls and
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MERRY

CHRISTMAS
and

NEW

YEAR

TO

ALL

OUR

READERS

All the happenings of the first
Christmas so many centuries ago
pass through your mind and you
feel as though you were a part of it
all as the Midnight Mass starts
and you kneel in adoration and
thanksgiving to God that He in His
mercy saw fit to send His Son into
this world and by so doing made it
possible for us to enjoy the eternal
happiness of the world to come.
All through the Christmas
you are constantly aware
music which is so much a
this joyful time of the year,

season
of the
part of
and it

matters

be the

not

whether

it

have been sung down
ages, or the songs such
Chrstmas” or “Jingle
tell the story of the
of this glorious day.

Can
you visualize
Christmas
passing without hearing the carols?
You might be surrounded by loved
ones and have many other joys on
this day, but if there would be no
music you would no doubt feel that
something of great importance was
missing.
we have to look forward to as this

Christmas

approaches, for togeth-

er

fTaise€

we

and

Can

Our

greet the Birth

voices

1n

song

of Christ, and

how beautiful the carols will sound

achievement.

I planned the

organ, and you hear “Peace on
Earth,” and you remember how
the shepherds left their sheep to go
and adore the God become man.

Yes, it is one of the bright spots
HAPPY

have

Christmas

voices blend with the music of the

‘The Christmas music is something which you may enjoy during
the Yuletide if you want to do so.
Whether it be a year of plenty or a
year when money is scarce and material gifts few, you can be sure that
Christmas music you shall always
have with you.

consumed the greater portion of
the morning and with the possible
exception of Peggy who preferred
engaged

CAROLS

“Silent Night, Holy Night,” the
organ plays softly and the choir
sings out the words sweetly and
clearly, and you sit in the church
gazing at the crib and think of the
first Christmas when Christ came
into this world. ‘Then the young

hymns that
through the
as “White
Bells” that
human side

sleds, wooly mittens and earmuffs.
Preoccupation

CHRISTMAS

€ffceceeeceese

now

that

the world

is free again.

—HELEN

TURNER
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